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| didn't know | would go this far. | mean, | had been drunk that much, maybe even worse, and nothing like that 
had ever happened to us.. Maybe | hadn't been close enough, alone enough with you. All those days before, | 
didn't really know what | was doing..didn't really know people could actually notice what | didn't want to admit to 
myself. Just a few people for my own luck, but still, the ones that did, could understand why my head leaned 
automatically towards yours, why my eyes sometimes lingered a little too long, alighted on you, your hair 
swinging so gracefully it was almost surreal to me; why | would close my eyes when your voice came so 


pleasing so close to my ears, when you did lean your head against mine. They understood but | didn't. 


| am only feeling the music, right? And you sing so good. Thats why | chose you. I've only known you for a 
year now, but you are my best friend. | hope you still are... Well you didn't exactly get mad at me, | mean we 
laughed it of f..but ever since the next day, something changed.. Guess everything was going too fast, wasn't 


it? 


Our first US tour was going pretty well but one of our shows had been cancelled. Grant had gone mad and had 
dragged Jones and Bonham along with him to go and make a scandal, but | had dramatically fell on a depression 
about it, thinking maybe this country didn't want us here, and you had stayed to calm me. You had told me not 
to worry about those assholes and get a drink with you instead. A drink that became... | don't remember how 


many. 


We were in your hotel room, so drunk, and alone, that we started talking about all sorts of nonsense. We had 


our arms around each other, sitting on the floor with our backs against the dresser. 


| have tsay Pagey, all the time you spend on your- hair has finally given- results" you said, raising your 
finger and then hiccupped, "AW look at you! You've managed to look- as pretty as our groupies!" You giggled, 
and then you raised an eyebrow. "Not prettier, | mean, how does it f-feel.to know there will always be- a 
prettier girl, one that hasss better clothes, better style.!?" You spat and then burst into laughter. You were 
playing with my hair as you laughed. | hadn't realized | was smiling like an idiot at you, or how close | was to 


you. But suddenly | frowned. 


"I'M BETTER THAN ALL OF THEM, ROBERTI!" | shouted, a squawk escaping my throat that you didn't even 


notice. 


"OW really?" you said, ridiculously moving your head as if you were preparing yourself for an argument, "Well 
in fact there's one thing I'm sure those girls know how to do damn fine and that is, they give expert handjobs, 
mate" | blinked at how sober you had said that. You tilted your head and gave me a strange look, somehow 
reminding me you were still completely drunk. Then you smirked at me and | looked suspiciously at you, just 
until now realizing what you were implying. But it seemed like you didn't know what you were implying. Or did 
you? 


You chuckled and looked at me with that twisted smile, like you were daring me, and | only stared back with a 
small smile appearing on my face. Both our eyes were closing because of the alcohol, but hell, we were not 


going to get any sleep for a while. 


Your eyes followed my hands with a look that was trying to hide your incredulousness, but you didn't move an 
inch, and me..| wasn't even conscious about what | was about to do. Or was |? You opened your legs a bit 
more, and | proceeded to kneel in the given space, clutching my fingers around your belt. Quickly | unbuttoned 
your pants, opened the zipper, pulled them down enough around your thighs, and shoved your underwear off. 


Without even thinking about it. You were just looking down at yourself as | did it. 


So | wrapped my hand around your cock. | blinked several times and started moving my hand up and down 
slowly. | saw you bit your lip a little, and | gulped | could say | was good enough at this, | had pleased myself 
so many times by now. | was for sure going to make you enjoy it. But feeling myself was different than 
feeling...you. 


We weren't laughing anymore, you had rested your head back against the dresser and closed your eyes, and 
my cheeks had gone red hot. Some of your hair was over your face, and the rest of your curls was framing 
your neck, enhancing it is a better word. Wow. You were- you are beautiful. | mean..you are a lucky bastard. 


Must get enough ladies with those looks. 


| continued touching you, stroking your length with a steady rhythm now, and soon | felt it hardening in my 
hand. My own breathing became irregular at this point and | kneeled even closer to you. | stroked your hard 
cock and stared at your face, wanting to catch every expression it would be showing. My look went down and | 
saw your hands fisting and once in a while trying to scratch the floor. Then | looked at it, stared at it.. oh well 
it looked even bigger out of those pants. It was so hard by now..| caressed you another couple of times and 
then rubbed my thumb over your tip. You moaned right away, so | did it again, and again, and again.. until | saw 
your hips shifting, and | sighed wordlessly. Next | grabbed your balls a little, and you let out a quiet whimper. 
Honestly at that moment | didn't know if | had hurt or pleased you. 


| returned to work you with my thumb, trying to still move my hand up and down, and | closed my eyes again.. 


my breathing uncontrolled, listening to your sweet moans grow more and more intense. Feeling my own cock 


throbbing. 


Taking the opportunity, you having your eyes closed, my other hand wandered slowly down my front, to start 
rubbing myself. | just couldn't resist. | bit my lip to hold back a moan, god | didn't know | was that hard, even 
through my jeans it felt.. Hearing you moan like that, | knew | wouldn't be able to keep quiet for long so, trying 
to retain some of the composure | had left, | grabbed you with both of my hands. 


| was pressing my forehead against yours and my eyes were closed, funny, just like we did on stage. And now | 
could feel your ragged breathing and your hair over my face. Your hair is smooth. A soft golden curtain 
enveloping me. Suddenly | felt my mouth getting closer to yours, as if by some weird magnetism against which 


| couldn't do anything... 


But you threw your head back again. Luckily your eyes were closed and you didn't see me. You now opened 
your mouth and moaned, your eyes closed in such a way | could see the pleasure you were feeling. The 
pleasure | was making you feel. | would have liked to see the look on my face on that moment. Goddamn..Stil 
not thinking about what | was doing, | began to pump you faster, my mouth half opened as | was also trying to 
breathe. Your eyes opened and you looked right into mine, biting your lip again 


Finally losing control of myself, | fell onto my stomach, my hands still wrapped around you. Breathing heavily, 
my mouth was just a few inches away from it, and | was ready to blow you, when your hand placed delicately 
on my shoulder, one of your fingers lightly caressing my neck and you whispered "N-NO don't-." with a hint of 


alarm in your voice. 
You had started urinating. A slim trickle, going down your leg. 


| had felt a strange heat running through my body as | saw you squeeze your eyes and thought you were 
going to come. Now the mood had changed inevitably and we just froze. We stared at each other with our eyes 


huge for a moment. And | saw a light blush invading your face. And then we just started laughing, and 
hiccupping. How the.? 


We looked down as we stopped. "Y'know," you shook you head as you smirked, "we just have to.have to..we 
should write a song about thiss." You slurred and we both kind of chuckled. Song..Ok? Ok. Right... | nodded, and | 
was already starting, or at least trying, to think about a riff idea-"Baaabe,.| gotta.gotta take a bath ok?" you 


said jokingly, tracing a finger under my chin. | frowned as my stomach squeezed dramatically. 


You stumbled and got up, and struggled your way to the bathroom. You turned the light on, wow we were so 
dark in here, and | rolled myself over and laid on my back. The last thing | saw before | fell asleep was you 
sliding down the bathroom wall, sitting against it and closing your eyes. 


The next day we realized what we had dore. Ok, there are some things | admit to myself now-and only to 


myself but.. fuck, now | feel like we just gotta forget about it. 


Right? 


"The Lemon Song? Oh, that's an interesting story, that.. Jimmy [Page] and | were drunk as lords and, erm... 
[laughs] the song is very sexual in nature. Jimmy gave me a handjob when we were both drunk, and | was 
about to cum but | started urinating. Only a little bit, it was running down my leg. So we thought it was 
hilarious and decided to write a song about it. OF course, nothing like this ever happened again." 


--Robert Plant (Led Zeppelin) in 1989 


